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Instead of a Preface
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The present stories are recorded from the words of Satan. Perhaps not everyone knows that Satan is an angel, and an angel of high rank in the hierarchy of the Heavenly Host. Commentators of the Holy Scriptures have portrayed Satan in an unpleasant light, as the evil antipode of the good God. Over the centuries, this image has become a persistent prejudice in the minds of men. Satan himself is deeply upset by this fact and expresses a timid hope that his stories will destroy the unfair preconception.

Satan's opinions do not always coincide with those of the philistine majority. However, Satan insists that dissent is not a sin at all and serves the cause of progress in all areas without exception.

In Heaven, the twelve-winged angel Satan is considered to be the main expert on earthly affairs, so he often has to come down to people on the Earth.

The narrative is told in the person of Satan. An impartial reader will undoubtedly pay attention to Satan's best qualities - modesty, well-meaning, will to justice, self-criticism. The true stories Satan tells will broaden the reader's horizons, excite the imagination, strengthen faith and focus on a clear distinction between good and evil.

This brief introduction was written by Dan Berg at the request of Satan, the author of the stories.
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1. Happy Ending
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It is not a simple story, however, happened in the city. It is good that one of the heroes of this true narrative, languishing desperate hopelessness, turned to me for help. Here's how it was.

The central street of the city was intended for solid and wealthy citizens. On this street every year on one of the spring days a community servant swept the sidewalk and even the pavement, removing the corpses of cats and birds frozen in the winter cold from the eyes of the respectable inhabitants. On this street was the central synagogue with its adjoining house of learning. Nearby lived a young family in a good log house.

The head of the family, David, and his spouse Michal were blessed with three young children. David was known as an exemplary family man, and Michal was not inferior to her husband in her virtue. The children, always well-groomed, well-fed, cleanly dressed, with dry noses, were playing in the yard and learning about the world around them.

David had no other occupation than comprehending the Torah. In the morning he would go to the synagogue and to the house of learning and gaze day and night into the small letters of the Holy Books, absorbing the universal wisdom with his mind and heart. Sometimes, however, he was away on some unknown business. Michal managed the household, commanded the incoming workmaiden and the children. Michal took on the heavy labor of answering the children's questions, and at night she taught them simple prayers and told them tales.

The spouses' poverty-free life was based on the generosity of Michal's father, a prosperous merchant. How else could the young head of the family afford to sit over books, having no income either from his profession or from his own capital? David came from a poor home, and therefore his parent insisted that his son would study Torah from a young age, for the glory of a Torah expert is a sure way to a prosperous life under the wing of a rich father-in-law. Fortunately, the boy was characterized by diligence and excelled in his studies.

David was not an idealist, but readily listened to his father's wisdom, and when he married Michal, he willingly accepted her parent's help as his rightful recompense, for he had brought honor to a rich but illiterate merchant family. He liked to live in prosperity, but he was worried about the insecurity of his position. He needed his own golden spring, and such a spring does not flow from the rock of learning.

Once or twice my assistants reported to me that they had seen David in the company of unworthy persons, and that he was allegedly whispering with them about something, and their faces were conspiratorial, as if they were planning something bad. But I'm against preventive measures. David hasn't done anything wrong yet. Let him get in trouble first, then the time of judgment will come!

People say that Satan condones sin and then, gloating, celebrates the punishment. I don't incite, but I don't tie anyone's hands. God gave man reason and freedom to choose. A beautiful gift, and let each man use it according to the quality of his gut. I've decided to wait to see if there will be any significant news and then act.

***
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Now it is time to tell the background of the marriage of our heroes. David is a rational man, and romantic fantasies have never troubled this scholar of the Scriptures and money-lover. Michal, on the other hand, has a different kind of soul. In her maidenhood her heart was full of secret love for Jotham, a young man, an orphan, bright in mind and clever in practical matters.

Jotham had no time for learning, and it was not his path, but he was successful in his trade in a large clothing shop. No guest left empty-handed, for Jotham knew how to charm his customers. He won women with flattering speeches, and persuaded men with logical arguments. The prudent host valued his employee and was not stingy with his salary.

Jotham's delicate soul responded to the call of Michal's heart, and he fell in love with the maiden. Ah, if only he could marry her! When they would casually meet, they looked at each other expressively, smiled shyly, and once they even exchanged notes. But the matter did not go beyond perfumed pieces of paper. Not love, but parental will orders the maiden's heart.

Michal married, but Jotham remained a bachelor, faithful to her first feeling. She still loved him, but what could a well-meaning wife do? Not much. Regularly, every Friday she went to the dress shop with her brood and bought for her children a dress, a suit, or shoes. Neighbors marveled at how often Michal updates the clothes of her children, but surprisingly, they did not guess the reason for this strange phenomenon!

Often seeing the little ones, Jotham loved them as if they were his own. He carefully chose the clothes, gave his mother advises, and adjusted, shortened, lengthened, and rearranged the buttons. This hour on Friday morning filled two aching hearts with sweetness and longing for a week.

Michal kept longing, kept thinking. Jotham loves her, but David is cold. A stranger's uncle welcomes the children, while their own father hardly remembers the names of the little ones. The poor woman imagined all sorts of saving twists and turns of fate, and wicked dreams visited the virtuous Michal. I, Satan, should not interfere with the flight of fancy of a loving heart. Dreaming is one of the hypostases of freedom, and I place freedom above piety, which is hypocritical by nature.  

***
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Honest Jotham desired intimacy with Michal, but he did not make unworthy proposals to his beloved. He had no one to consult, for there were hypocrites everywhere! So he turned to me for help. I listened to the poor man, pretended to be angry and even reprimanded him. He said that I was his last hope, and he was sure that Satan would invent a small evil for the sake of the victory of the great good. I generously forgive people's long-standing prejudices against me. Of course, I will do no evil, for it is only through the means of good that I do good.

Seeing Jotham's sad face, I promised to help. The mortal's trust flattered me, and I zealously set about fulfilling the request. I pulled the lever of the small benefit, and the greater benefit soared up and made all those involved in the story happy.

Jotham's request prompted me to begin following David. I was of the opinion that even the most solid family is no stronger than a house of cards. I used the reports of my aides. It was time to act. My eternal goal is to make mortals happy, and I am pursuing it with all my soul.

The residents of a suburban village were suffering from wolves. The nighttime bandits would creep into the sheep folds of one householder after another and kill the lambs and even the adult sheeps. I ordered to dig wolf pits on the approach to the village. The beasts fell through, the predators were properly dealt with, and the peasants got a double skin interest - from wolf skins fur coat were sewn, and from sheep skins - hats.

David used to go to his friends along the same road that the wolves used to go to the sheep. Man did not meet with beast, for the first one was traveling by clear day, and the second was sneaking by dark night. But the wolf pit was unnoticeable even in the sunlight. The lad fell into it and broke his neck.

The villagers found the poor guy and brought him home almost lifeless. The wife is crying, the children are frightened. The healer crossed his arms on his chest and raised his eyes to heaven. The unfortunate man did not suffer for long, his mind was clouded, and the spirit quietly left the body.  

A year passed. Jotham, the shop assistant of the dress shop, married a widow with three children. The story had a splendid ending, for Michal and Jotham entered the path of bliss, and the small and foolish children did not realize their loss, but gained an affectionate stepfather.

Someone will be indignant, saying, what good happened? A Torah expert died, and even in the prime of life! But I will object, because David drew the luckiest ticket! As they say, the worst dog gets the best bone. For he parted with his life in time to commit an irredeemable sin. Therefore, he retained his right to a worthy place in the other world, and a death more beautiful than this could not be wished for.

One day Jotham came to me and asked me if there was any connection between his request for help and the wolf pits I had ordered to be dug. I patted the simpleton on the shoulder. "Good deeds cling to each other like links in a chain," I replied, "if you do one good deed, another is on its way. I helped the villagers in their distress and thus made you three happy - you, Michal and David. Do you understand, Jotham?"  
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2. Satan's Legacy
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Once again I call the attention of my grateful readers to the fact that I, Satan, am almost equal to God. This reminder is important in the context of the present story. God created me, an immortal celestial, as the eternal bearer of an alternative to His own views. In this act of the Almighty I see the divine wisdom of the Creator, who recognizes the absolute necessity of an opponent. For if you will speak alone all the time, you will always be right, but He does not need such rightness.  

I am not a passive observer of historical peripetias and epochal cataclysms, which are plentiful in the paths of God's servants. I intervene, I meddle, I exercise my ungrateful mission as a miner of evil from the ore of humanity created by God. I enrich the ore. Only the Creator and I, and perhaps a few wise men, realize the usefulness of my acts.

I am exemplarily modest, but still I would like to be aware that God values Satan's works highly, on a par with his own, thus suggesting to the sages the importance of interpreting my acts favorably and glorifying them in books.  

Once, upset by my blatant non-recognition, I appeared before God and straight from the shoulder declared that the two-footed creatures on Earth thank and praise Him, and this is certainly true, but unfortunately my share of influence on mortals remains in the shadows. The praise of the one means the humiliation of the other. I asked: "In addressing Heaven, do men have only to give thanks, and have they no other reason to remind themselves? If people not only give thanks to Heaven but also repent of sins against Heaven, am I, Satan, not the one who moves people to repentance?"

God understood mе. He seemed confused. "Go down to Earth, Satan," God said, "walk tirelessly along the paths of space and time, search out, track down what you are looking for. You will return and report to Me!"

I called three helpers, and we went down from Heaven. We found a secluded place in the desert among the hills. To the right was blackened the entrance to a cave, to the left a stream murmured welcomingly, and in the distance we could see a forest rich in berries, roots, and other offerings of nature - in short, sources of sustenance. I and my friends are angels, and in heaven we do not need regular reinforcements, but on Earth it is necessary to take human form, and people need food. However, our stomachs are small, our gastronomic appetites are modest, and we have enough to eat from the forest.

My companions took their wings off their backs, six each. I, as an angelic creature close to God and almost equal to Him, am equipped with twelve wings. My friends helped me to free myself from the attributes of belonging to the Heavenly Host, and we carefully stacked our snow-white organs of flight in the depth of the cave, away from the destructive action of the sun's rays and rainwater.

A few days were enough for us to settle down on the solid Earth. Then, taking some provision, I set out to fulfill the commission of our God, and most of all, to obtain justice for the recognition of my own merit in His sight. My companions were waiting for my return. I did not take any of the three with me. Their spirits are not yet high enough to penetrate absolutely into my and God's designs; they have yet to rise a few steps. In the meantime, they will be my rear guard, for every trick is to be expected from sinful men.

The first people I met on my way were the Jews who had come out of Egyptian captivity. I saw many thousands of people sitting around fires, exhausted from the long, hard journey, singing glory to God. Yesterday's slaves are now happy with their freedom. People chose freedom over slavery, and many paid with their lives for the difficult choice. Heaven marvels at the sacrificial boldness of the people, and the people sing the unconditional support of Heaven.

I stood back, watching from behind a rock, unnoticed. I remembered the cowardice of some of the fugitives, their shameful wish to return halfway back to their well-fed slavery. How can such things be forgotten?

Then I heard a sound very different from a hymn of praise. I listened. Several people were sitting in a circle, raising their hands to Heaven, praying and crying. I crept closer. Among those praying I saw Moshe himself, the great leader of the tribe of Jews. He was weeping the most bitterly, repenting, begging God's forgiveness for the unworthy lack of faith of not the best part of his flock, he promised to bring sorrow into the heart of every honest Jew.

Excited by this observation, I continued on my way. The expanse of Canaan, which the Jews had conquered from the heathens, opened up before me. After the victorious battle, the surviving soldiers shouted loudly in praise of their commander, Joshua, the son of Nun. Though deadly tired, the soldiers found their strength and sang glory to God, the giver of the land. They finished the dithyramb and fell to the ground, exhausted by the toil of war.  

From my hiding place, I saw the strongest men gathered around Yoshua's tent and prayed to God, weeping and repenting. I know what they were grieving over. The meanness of the selfish Achan, who stole the gold of Jericho from God, gnaws at the noble hearts of the best. Yoshua prophesied harshly that soon the all the people will wash themselves with tears for the crime of one is the common sin of the whole nation.

I truly rejoiced and thought it was time to return to Heaven, but I decided to make a further observation to be sure. I crossed the centuries, entered Ashkenaz, and saw the exorbitant joy on the shaven faces of the enlightened Jews there. Powdered wigs, silver-stitched camisoles, white stockings, buckled shoes. They were quite pleased with themselves, and rarely did any of them sing glory to God. I moved eastward, where the glorious town of Bozhin adorns the bank of the Dnieper. And I heard a universe cry - it was the hasids bitterly lamenting the unreasonableness of their civilized brethren.

Oh, how my heart rejoiced at this lamentation! I was glad in my soul - I had something to tell God, and I could finally leave the various-faced Earth, worse than which only Hell, and only Paradise is better than it.

Here are my faithful companions. Tired of waiting. The poor angels' spirits are exhausted in the heat and heartlessness of the desert. We helped each other to put our wings behind our backs, took more air into our lungs, held hands and soared high and high, away from this Earth.

As I sat on the cloud, I waited for an audience with the Almighty. I was eager to report my observations to Him, but He seemed to be in no hurry to meet me. The assistants, the administrative angels, must have reported my suspiciously joyful face to God.

Admitted to the throne, I reported to God substantially what I had seen and heard among the people. "Not only do they praise You, great God," I said firmly, "but they also weep in remorse for the sins they have done
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